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Dunkelberg, about his own age,

Woman,”

for Amos.
affalrs, who evinces much interest

ton, on his way to the post office at
ride together.
stranger.

home to enter Michael Hacket's

Synopsls.—Barton Baynes, an orphan, goes to live with his uncle,
Peabody Baynes, and his Aunt Deel on a farm on Rattleroad,
neighborhood enlled Lickitysplit, about the year 1826,
but socially of a class above the
Bayneses, and s fascinated by ber pretty face and flne clothes. Barton
also meets Roving Kate, known in the neighborhood as the “Silent
Amos Grimshaw, a young son of the richest man in the town-
ship, is a visitor at the Baynes home and Roving Kate tells the boys'
fortunes, predieting a bright future for Barton and death on the gallows
Borton meets Silas Wright, Jr,, a man prominent in public

power of money when Mr. Grimshaw
unless a note which he holds is paid.

They encounter n highwayman, who shoots and kills the
Barton's horse throws him and runs away.
bends over the stranger Barton throws a stone,
wounds the thief, who makes off at once,
school at Canton,

In n
He meets Sally

in the boy. Barton learns of the

threatens to take the Baynes farm
Now in his sixteenth year, Bar- I

Canton, meets a stranger and they

As the murderer
which he obsarves
A few weeks later Bart leaves

CHAPTER Vill—Continued.
e

“There comes Colonel Hand," sald
Mrs, Hacket as she looked out of the
window, “The poor lonely Whig! He
has nothing to do these days but sit
around the tavern

Colonel Hand was a surly-looking
man beyond middle age, with large
eyes that showed signs of dissipation.
He had a small, dark tuft beneath his

lower llp and thin, black, untidy hair.

“What do ye think has happened?” |
he asked as he looked down upon us |
with a majestic movement of his hand,
“The son o' that old Bucktall, Ben
Grimshaw, has been arrested and
brought 1o jnil for murder.”

“For murder?" agked Mr,
Hacket in one breath,

“For bleody murder, sir,” the colonel
went on. "It was the shooting of that
man in the town o' Baliybeen a few
weeks ago. Things have come to a
pretty pass In this country, I should
say. Talk about law and order: we
don't know what [t means here and
why should we? The party in power
is avowedly opposed to it—yes, sir, It
has fattened upon bribery and corrup-
tion. Do you think that the son o'
Ben Grimshaw will receive punish-
ment even if he Is proved guilty? Not
at all. Tle will be protected—you muark
my worids,"

He bowed and left us
doar had closed behind

and Mrs,

When the
him Mr. Hacket

“Another victim
Bnapdragon! If n

horned by the
muan were to be
r huck In the

ould look for guilt in 1|
th r Michael Henry, |
whi toy ruth may be regarding
the poor boy In jull, we are in no way
responsl Away Itl Iness
What Is 4
Mr, Hi t Inclined his enr and then
added: Henry says that he |
may be and that we had bet-

ter go and
Now I hadn’t thought o' that. Had
you, Mary?’

YNo,” the girl nnswered.

“We must be letting Mike go ahead
of us always," sald her father. “You
saw the crime, T belleve,” turning to
me,

I told them all T knew of it

“Upon my word, I like you, my
brave lad™ sald the schoolmaster. *“I
heard of all this and decided that you
would be a help to Michinel Henry and
a creditable student. Come, let us
go and pay our compliments to the
renator.”

The schoolmaster and I went over
to Mr. Wright's house—a white, frame

| legs encased In the tow breeches felt
[:l:s if they were on fire,

woords | sl i

we' con hal
» If we can help him, |

bullding which hnd often been pointed
out to me, |

Mrs. Wright, o finelooking lndy who | |

met us 1t the door, sald that the sen-
ator had gone over to the mill with his
whealbarrow,

“We've plenty of time and we'll walt
for him,"” eald the schoolmaster,

“I see him!™ snld little John as he
and Ruth ran to the goate and down
the rough plank walk to meet him.

We saw him coming a 1ftfle way
town the street In his shirt-sleeves
with his barrow in front of him. He
stopped and lifted little John In his
frms, and after n moment put him
down anl embraced Rath,

“Well, I see ye stlll love the tender
embrace o' the wheelbarrow,” said Mr,
Hacket as we approached the senutor.

“My emhrace is the tenderer of the
two,'" the Iatter laughed with a look
at his hands,

He recognized me and gelzed my
two hands and shook them ns he sald:

“Upon my word, here is my friend
Bart. 1 was not looking for you here."

He put his hand on my head, now
higher than kis shoulder, and sald:
“I was not looklog for you here

He asked about wy aunt and uncle
and expressed joy at learning that I
was now under Mr. Hacket.

“Y shall Le here for a number of

{ | Baw & Face and Figure Behind the

weeks,” bhp sald, “and I shall want to

see you often. Maybe we'll go hunt-
Ing some Saturday.”

We bade him good morning and he
went on with his wheelbarrow, which
was loaded, I remember, with stout
sacks of meal and flonr.

We went to the school at half past
elght. What a thrilling place it was
with its 78 children and Its three
rooms. How noisy they were as they
waited In the schoolyard for the bell
te ring! 1 stood by the doorside look-
ing wvery foollsh, T dare say, for I
kpew not what to do with myself, My

I saw that
most of the village boys wore bought-
en clothes and fine boots, 1 loocked
down at my own leather and was a
tower of shome on a foundation of
greased c¢owhide. Sally Dunkelberg
came in with some other girls and pre-
tended not to see me, That was the
hardest blew I suffered.

Among the handsome, well-dressed
boys of the village was Henry Wills—
the boy who had stolen my water-
melon, I had never forgiven him for
that or for the killing of my little hen,
The bell rang and we marched into
the blg room, while a fat girl with
crinkly halr playved on a melodeon,
Henry and another boy tried to shove
me out of line and a blg paper wad
struck the side of my head as we were

marching In and after we were seated
a cross-eyed, freckled girl In a red

dress made a facoe at me.

It was, on the whole, the unhapplest
day of my life. During recess 1
ped a boy's

rabhit a

face for calllng me &
nd the two others who came

Grated Door of One of These Cella.

to help him went away full of fear
and astonishment, for I had the
strength of a young moose in me those
days, After that they begam to make
friends with me,

In the noon hour a man came to me
in the schoolyard with s subpena for
the examination of Amos Grimshaw
and explaiged its meaning.

While I was talking with this man
Sally passed me walking with another
girl and sald:

“Hello, Bart!"

1 observed that Henry Wills joined
them and walked down the street at
the side of Sally. 1 got my first pang
of Jealousy then.

When school was out that after-
noon Mr. Hacket sald I could have an
hour to see the sights of the village,
s0 I set out; feellng much depressed.
I walked toward the house of Mr,
Wright and saw him digging potatoes

in the garden and went In. 1m1
that he was my friend, -

“Well, “Bart, how do .!u il o]
school?’ he asked.

“Not very well,” 1 nm

“Of course not! It's mew to you
now, and you miss your sunt and
uncle, Stick to it You'll make
friends and get interested before long.”

“I want to go home,” I declared,

“Now let's look at the compass," he
suggested. “You're lost for a minute,
and 1ike all lost people you're heading
the wrong way. Don't be misled by
selfishness, Forget what you want to
do and think of what we want you to
do. We want you to make a man of
yourself, You must do it for the sake
of those dear people who have done
s0 much for you. The needie points
toward the schoolhouse yomn

He went on with his work, and as I
walked away I understood that the
needle he referred to was my con-
sclence,

I went about my chores, There was
to be no more wavering In my con-
duct. At the supper table Mr, Hacket
kept us laughlng with songs and jests
and stories, The boy John, having
heen reproved for rapid eating, hurled
his spoon upon the floor.

“Those In favor of hls punishment
will please say aye?” sald the achool-
master,

I remember that we had a divided
house on that lmportant questlon.

The schoolmaster sald: “Michael
Henry wishes him to be forgiven on
promise of better conduct, but for the
next offense he shall ride the bad-
ger-“

This meant lylng for a painful mo-
ment across his father's knee,

The promise was given and our
merrymaking resumed. The district
attorney, whom I had met before,
came to gee mo after supper and asked
more questions and advised me to talk
with no one about the shooting with-
out his consent, Soon he went away,
and after I had learned my lessons
Mr, Hacket said:

“Let us walk up to the jall and
spend a few minutes with Amos."

We hurried to the jail. The sherlff,
a stout-bullt, stern-faced man, admit-
ted us,

“Can we see the Grimshaw boy?"
Mr, Hacket inquired.

“I guess so,”" he answered as he
lazily roge from his chalr and took
down & bunch of large keys whigh had
been hanging on the wall “His fa-
ther has just left.,”

He spoke In a low, solemna tone
which Impressed me deeply as he put
a lighted candle In the hand of the
schoolmdEter, He led us through a
door into a narrow corridor, Hathrust
a big key Into the lock of a heayy iron
grating and threw it open and bade us
step Ins We entered an Hl-smelling
stone-floored room with a number of
cells against its rear wall. He locked
the door behind us. I saw a face'rnnd
figure In the dim candle light, behind

the groted door of -one-of-those S, |

How lonely and dejected and helpless
was the expression of that figure! The
sheriff went to the door and wun-
locked it,

“Hello, Grimshaw," he sald sternly.
“Step out here.”

It all went to my heart—the man-
ners of the sheriff so like the cold iron
of his keys nnd doors—the dim candle
light, the pale, frightened youth who
walked toward us, We shook his hand
anad he said that he was glad to see
us, I saw the scar under his left ear
and reaching out upon his cheek,
which my stone had made, and knew
that he bore the mark of Caln.

He asked if he could see me alone
and the sheriff shook his head and gald
sternly .

“Agulnst the roles.”

“Amos, I've a boy o' my own an’ I
feel for ye" said the schoolmaster,
“I'm golng to come hers, now and
then, to cheer ye up and bring ye¢ some
books to read. If there's any word
of advice 1 can give ye—let me know,
Have ye a lawyer?"

“There's one coming tomorrow”

“Don't say a word about the ease,
boy, to anyone but your lawyer—mind
that."”

We left him and went to our home
and beds, I to spend half the might
thinking of my discovery, since which,
for some reason, I had no doubt of
the gullt of Amos, but I spoke not of
It to anyone and the secret worrled
me,

Next morning on my way to school

¥ passed a scene more strange and

memorable than any in my long ex-
perience, I saw the shabby figure of
old Benjuwin Grimshaw walking in
the side path, His hands were in his
pockets, his eyes bent upon the ground,
his lips moving us If he were in deep
theught. Roving Kate, the ragged,
sllent woman who, for the fortune of
Amos, had drawn a gibbet, the shadow
of which was now upon him, walked
slowly behind the money lender point-
ing at him with her bony forefinger.
Her stern eyes watched him as the cat
watches when Its prey is near it. She
did not notice me, Silently, her feet
wrapped in rags, she walked behind
the man, always polntiog at him.
When he stopped she stopped. When
he resumed his slow progress she fol-
lowed. It thrilled me, partly becanse
I had begun to believe in the weird,
mysterious power of the Silent Wom-
ac. I had twenty minutes to spare
#nd s0 I turned Into the maln street
behind and close by them, I saw him
stop and buy some crackers and un
apple and a piece of cheese, Mean-
while she stood pointing at him, He
saw, but gave no heed to her, He
walked along the street in front of
the stores, she following as before,
How patiently ghe followed!

I started for the big schoolhouse and
a number of boys jolned me with
pleasant words.

Gally ran past us with that low-
lived Wiils boy, who earried her books
for her. His father had gone inte the
grocery business sod Heary wore

ger boots than the boys in the village,

CHAPTER IX.

1 Meet President Van Buren and Am
Cross-Examined by Mr, Grimshaw. .
The days went easler after that,

The boys took me into thelr play and
some of them were most friendly, I
had a swift foot and a good eye as
well as a strong arm, and could hold
my own at three old cat—a kind of
basebnll which we played In the
gchoolyard. Baturday came, As we
were sitting down at the table that
morning the younger children clung
to the knees of Mr. Hacket and
begged him to take them up the river
in a boat.

“Good Lord! What wilt thou give
me when I grow childless?’ he ex-
cluimed with his arms around them.
“That was the question of Abraham,
and It often comes to me, Of course
we shall go. But hark]! Let us hear
what the green chair has to say.”

There was & moment of silence and’
then he weiit on with a merry laugh,
“Right ye are, Michael Henry! Yoau
are always right, my boy—God bless
your soull We ghall take Bart with
us an' doughnuts an' cheese an’ cooks
fes an’' dried meat for all.”

From that moment I date the be-
ginning of my love for the occupant
of the green chalr in the home of Mi-
chael Hacket. Those good people were
Catholles and I a Protestant and yet
this Michael Henry always Insisted
upon the most dellcate consideration
for my faith and feelings.

“l promised to spend the morning
In the field with Mr, Wright, if I may
have your consent, sir,” I sald.

“Then we shall console ourselves,
knowlng that you are in better come
pany,” said Mr, Hacket,

Mr, Dunkelberg called at the house
In Ashery lane to see me after
breakfast,

“Bart, If you will come with me 1
should like to order some store clothes
and boots for you,” he sald in hif
squeaky volee,

For a moment I knew not how to
answer him. Nettled as I had been by
Sally's treatment of me, the offer was
like rubbing ashes on the soreness of
my splrit.

I blushed and surveyed my garmepts
and eaid:

“T guess T look pretty bad, don't I¥*

“You look all right, but I thought
maybe you would feel better In softer
rafment, especlally if you care to go
around much with the young people, 1
am an old friend of the family and I
| guess it wonld be proper for me le
buy the clothes for you. When yon
are older youn can buy a suit for me,
some time, if you care to."

It should be understood that well-
to-do people In the towns were more
particular about their dress those
days than now.

“Tll ask my aunt and uncle about
it,” I proposed.

“That's all right," he answered, “T'm
golng to drive to your house this after-
noon and your uncle wishes you to
go with me. We are all to have a talk
with Mr, Grimshaw.”

He left me and I went over to Mr,
Wright's,

They told me that he was cutting
corn iny the back lot, where 1 found
him,

“Mr, Dunkelberg came this morning
and wanted to buy me some new
clothes and boots,” 1 sald.

The senator stopped work and stood
looking at me with his hands upon his
hips,

“I wouldn't let him do it If I were
you," he sald thoughtfully.

Just then I saw a young man come
running toward us in the distant fleld,
Mr. Wright took out his compass.

“Look here,” he sald, “you see the
needle points doe north,”

He took a lodestone out of his
pocket, and holdlng it near the com-
pass moved it back and forth, The
needle followed ity

The young man c¢ame up to us
breathing deeply. Perspiration was
rolling off his face, He was much ex-
cited nnd spoke with some difficulty.

“Senator Wright,” be gusped, “Mra.
Wright sent me down to tell you that
Presldent Van Buren is at the house.”

I remember vividly the look of mild
amusement in the senator's face and
the serene calmness with which he
looked at the young man and said to
him :

“Tell Mrs. Wright to make him coms-
fortable In our easlest chalr and to
way to the president that I shall be up
directly.”

Grimshaw seeks by an offer
of a bribe to Uncle Peabody. to
prevent Bart from telling what
he knows about the gullt of
How Uncie Peabody

Amos.
and Bart received this offer Is
told in the next Installment.

(T BE CONTINUED.)

Buoyed by Glorious Faith.

What a world were this; how uns
endurable its weight, if they whom
death had sundered did not meet
again -—Southey.

Her Happlest. Da
The other doy a lady confidnd o us®
that the happlest days of her life wera
spent during the three years tha! she
was elghteen~Boston Transcript,

Sooner or later the weak man finds

chilled and sliced!

On a warm day there’s no more refreshe
ing luncheon than Libby’s Veal Lgl:‘

So easy, too.
your grocer for a package tocfay
Libby, M¢Neill & Libby, Chicago
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ANTISEPTIC POWDER
FOR PERSONAL HYGIENE

Dissolved in water for
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Evufything Lnulz, e
“Howdy, Gap!" saiuted an acqualni- |
unce, upon meeting the well known
Rumpus Ridge cltizen on a shopping
expedition In  Tumlinville,  “How's
everything golng with you?”
“Finer'n frog halr, Jurd!" triumph-
antly replied Gap Johnson, “Of eourse,
my wife has heen sorter puny, yur of
late, and several of the ohildren have
got the measles and mumps and one
thing and another, and the lightning
struck the corner of the house tuther
night and like to have tore the whole
place to pleces, and one of the kids
fell out of a tree and broke his arm,
and a feller took a shot at me day be-
fore yesterdny and ventiluted my ear,
and such us that, but I swapped for
o running horse last week, and o
couple of my hounds have got six
pups apicee. Aw, I tell you, they
can't keep o good min down !"—Kag-
gns City Star.

Well Known.

I was hurrying howme up the Bill when
n llittle boy came rushing down In such
haste that he ran headlong into me.
He was quite breathless and wvery
flughed.

“Have you seen my pa?” he managed
to stammer.

“I don't know your pa, little boy,"
sald L

e lonked at me In round-eved won-
der and his pink cheeks falrly stuck
out,

“You don't know my pan?" he snid in-
eredulously. "Why, I know pa just
as ensy I"—Exchange,
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BELCHING

Caused by

Acid-Stomach

Let WATONIC, the wonderful modern
stomach remedy, give you aqrick rellef
from disgusting belehing, food-repesting.
indigestion, bloated, gasuy stomech, dyspeps
sla, hettriburn and othor stomach miserice.
They aro all causpd by Acld-Htommsoh from

‘which about nine peopls out of ten suffer

In one way or anothsr, Ona writes as fol-
lows: "Before 1 used EATONIC, I could not
oat a bite without belehing it right up, sour
and bitter, I have not had a bit of trouble
since the first tablet,”

Millons are wictims of Acld-Stomash
without knowlng it. They are weak and
alling, have poor digestion, bodlss (mprop-
orly nourlshed aithough they may eat hoart-
lly. Grave disorders are lkely to follow If
an acld-stomach is negleotod. Cirrhosln of
the Uver, Intestinal congestion, gastritls,
catarrh of the stomach—these are only
few of the many ailmonts often caused by
Aceld-Stomnch. .

A sufferer from Catarrh of ths Stomech
of 11 years' stundiog writes: “T had eatarrh
of the stomach for 11 long years and I nover
found mnything to do me any %uod-—-.hllt
temporary rellef—until 1 used HATONIC, It
In & wonderful remedy and I do not want to
be without (L™

If you are mot fesling quite ﬂsm—uek
enorgy nnd enthusiasm and don't koow
whore to locate the itrouble—tiry HATO! IB
nnd mes how much better you will feel In
svery way.

At all drug storea—a big box :ur iﬁe and
your money back If yon are nnt nutisde

KNEW THAT WOUL WOULD STOP nm: 25

Lawyer Evidently Wao Well  Ac-
quainted With the Weakness of
His Long-Winded Friend.

. H. Murphy relates the story of a
Philadelplia Iawyer, retived, who, in
the days of his active practice, was
notorious for his long-windedness,
On one ocension he had been spout-
ing forth his concluding argument for
six honrs, and the end was nowhere
in sight, when the opposing attorney
beckoned his assoclnte and whispered:

“Can't vou stop him, Jack?"

“T'Il stop him In two minutes,” Jack
replied confidently. And le wrote
and passed te the orator the following
note ;

“Ay Dpar Colonel—As soon ns you
finish your magnificent argument I
would like you to join me at the ho-
tel in o bumper of rare old Bourbon™

The lawyer halted In the midst of
an impassioned period, put on his
glasses, and read' the note that had
been handed him, then he removed his
glusges npnin and, taking up his hat
and has, he said:

“And now, may It please the court
and gentlemen of the jury, I lenve the
cnse with you,"

A minute later he was proceeding in
stately fashion in the direction of the
hotel bar,

Who'd o the work of the world Il
everybody were rich?
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himself up to his neck ln the slough of -
degpalr. b s

EM Brighten the |
' Morning Meal

with a hot drink that gives re-
freshing invigoration.

The Original

CEREAL

is so pleasing and satisfying -
that it has completely taken the -
place of tea and coffee in many
homes everywhere,

Try this healthful Drink and
note results.
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